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	1. Chapter 1

Nicholas had his back turned when he heard the door's bell jingle. "Be with you in just a minute," he said. He used a small hammer to tap a log in place and sighed. His newest toy was done. "Now, how can I–" he turned around to face an empty shop.

No one was browsing the show globes on the shelves. No one was admiring the painted wooden planes on the ceiling. No one was at the table looking at the train. No one was at the counter where he stood. No one was outside the window, admiring the toys on display, or even looking up at the neon _North's Pole_ sign above the store.

"Eh... Hello?"

"Down here!"

Nicholas looked over the edge if the red and white counter and saw a little boy no more than five years old. He had a mop of brown hair and green eyes. He wore a brown jacket and a green shirt with brown pants and black shoes. In one hand, he had a Viking helmet. In the other, a small black cat nestled in his arms. "Hi!"

Nicholas gave a small smile. "Ah, hello little boy. How can I help you?"

"Do you have any toys of dragons?" the little boy asked. He stood on his tiptoes so that he can peek over the counter.

"Da, I believe ve do. Excuse me." He turned back around and opened a few drawers. "Ah, here it is." He reached in and pulled out a stuffed dragon. He set it on the counter for the boy to see. "Ve have this one here."

The dragon almost looked like a bird. It had a large snout and fluffy spines running along its tail and head. The felt making up the scales was blue.

"Thank you." The little boy set money on the counter and took the dragon. "Let's go, Toothless."

The cat yawned before it got off its spot on the boy's arms and hopped to the helmet. It curled up inside and the boy set the toy inside as well. "There we go."

Nicholas took the money and gave the boy his change. "Here you go, little boy."

"Thank you." He took the change and stuffed it in his pocket. As he walked towards the exit, he spotted a red wagon. "How much is the wagon?"

* * *

><p><em>Ding-dong.<em>

The electronic doorbell echoed in the room as the little boy walked in. He looked around the bakery and inhaled deeply. He loved the smell of cakes and cookies. Maybe he can... No! He had more important things to do.

"Hello?" he said out loud, waiting for someone to answer. "I wanna buy a pie, please."

"One moment!" a voice said from over the counter. The little boy looked through the glass displays of bread and saw a door that must lead to the kitchen. A moment later,woman with brown hair walked out, flour on her hands and alron. "Oh, hello, little one. Do you need anything?"

"Do you have any... Um..." He reached into his pocket and unfolded an index card. "'Kee-lim pie'?"

The woman took it and smiled. "There's a batch of key lime pies in the back. Let go any get for you."

She gave him the pie, and the little boy payed for it. "Thank you, Mrs. Corona," he said. Outside, he set the boxed-up pie in the wagon, along side the dragon, the helmet, and Toothless.

He walked away from _Corona's Sweets_ to head to his next destination.

* * *

><p>"Do you smell anything fishy, Toothless?" the little boy asked the cat. It only responded with a meow. "Yeah, me, too." He pulled his wagon down the pier, looking for the place he researched on. When he couldn't find it, he asked a man with a girl in her arms. "Excuse me, do you know where the fish store is?"<p>

The man frowned. "Fish store?" Then his eyes widened as he understood. "Oh, you mean the bait and tackle shop. Yeah, me and and my wife own it. Here, I'll lead you back." He set the girl down and said. "Go and find your sister, Anna."

"Okay, Papa," the redhead said as she dashed off.

As they walked along the board walk, the man asked, "What are you doing here all by yourself?"

"I came to get some haddock fish for my dad," the little boy said. "We're going to spend time today."

The man nodded. "Ah, I see. Is it his birthday?"

"No."

The man frowned. But then he remembered what day it was. _Oh, no. Poor kid._

They entered a tackle shop labeled _Norway's Harbor_. The man gave him two haddock fish wrapped up, then gave it to him. "Are you going to carry it around in that wagon of yours?"

He nodded. "Yep. Thank you." He turned around and he saw the same little girl from before, Anna, enter with another girl with white hair. Or at least, he thought it was white.

"Hi, Papa," the girl said.

"Hello, Elsa," their father said. "Good morning."

The little boy looked around and grew worried. "Where's Toothless?"

"Toothless?" Anna repeated.

"My cat! My daddy gave it to me on my birthday! Where is he!" The little boy looked around the store, yeing through the racks. "Toothless? Are you here, bud?"

"I found him!" he heard Anna shout. She was carrying the ca in her arms, slumping it. There was a piece of scale on his head. "He was trying to reach our Icelandic cod."

"Oh, Toothless." The little boy took the cat and set him on the wagon, next to the helmet and the dragon. He made sure to keep the fish and pie as far away from him as he could. "I should go before he goes after the other fish. Bye!"

"Bye-bye!" Anna said excitedly as he left. "I like him. He's gonna be my friend."

Elsa smiled. "You say that about everyone."

* * *

><p><em>Only one more,<em> the little boy thought as he took the wagon across town. The sun was almost setting, but he still had plenty of time. He just needed to pick up his father's favorite soda and then that would be it.

He walked into the convenience store and saw it just how crowded it was. "Um, excuse me," he said trying to get a worker's attention. "Hello, um... Can you help me find..."

When he saw that they were all busy, he sighed and went off on his own. He was too small and young, so he couldn't read the high and advanced letters that was read no a fastener. "Re...refrech-mints?"

A girl his age walked up behind him. "Refreshments. Where the sodas are."

"Oh, good." He quickly pulled the wagon to the direction of the sodas and looked at them all. "Darn it. The one my dad likes is up there." He pointed to a shelf too high for him to reach.

"I can help you," the girl said. She pulled her blond hair out of her eyes. "Look, there's a ladder over there." They both worked to pull the steel stepladder to the shelf and the little boy climbed it until he reached it. "Yay!" He carefully made his way down and almost tripped at the bottom, nearly dropping the soda. "I'm okay!"

* * *

><p>The little boy carefully pulled the the wagon up the hill on the park. He set the pie in the grass and opened up the box, cutting two slices ready to be eaten. He made sure to grab utensils while he was buying soda. He took out two cups and and poured the soda. He took a sip and sighed. "Ah... Just right." Then he took out the fish and cut it up in even pieces. "Here, Toothless." He gave the head to the cat. He never did like the head.<p>

He put the Viking helmet on his head and giggled as it was too big for him and it fell over his eyes. He adjusted it and rested his back against the large tree, waiting for the sun to set, looking out into the street. He waited...and waited...

...and with the cat softly putting against him, he cried.

* * *

><p><em>14 years later<em>

Nicholas was finishing cleaning up when he heard the door jingle. Right on time, he thought. he turned around and saw the familiar young man. "Hiccup! Just on time!"

The nineteen year old smiled. "Thanks, North. It's great to see you again."

Nicholas reached under the counter and took out a stuffed dragon. This one was black with large bat-like wings and fierce green eyes. It looked almost cute. "Here. This made especially vor you."

Hiccup took the dragon, smiling. "Thanks, North. How much do I owe you?" He was about to reach into his pocket when Nicholas stopped him.

"Nah-ah-ah-ah-ah. Ve've been over this before. You no pay. Not anymore. Now go on. Go!" He went around the counter and gave the teenager a small push to usher him out.

Outside, the wagon stood, a large black sat standing protectively on it. "North, I can pay you. You don't have to-"

"Vell, I vant to. Go one now and finish the vest of yours now." Hiccup sighed and went on to set the dragon in the wagon. "Oh, and Hiccup?" He turned around. "I'm sorry." He gave an apologetic look.

"Don't be," Hiccup said. "It wasn't your fault." He took the wagon's handle, and with the helmet, cat, and dragon inside, he went on to his next destination.

* * *

><p><em>Ding-dong.<em>

The electronic bell meant only one thing to Rapunzel: Hiccup was here. "It's on the counter, Hiccup," she said with her back turned.

"Thanks, Punzie. Same price as before?" He set a twenty on the counter, only to be whacked on the head with a frying pan. "Ow! What was that for?" It wasn't hard enough to knock him out, but it did hurt.

"You _know_ what it's for. We discussed this _years_ ago, Hiccup. You come in, the pie's fresh out of the oven for you, you take it, we exchange little conversation, then you leave without paying." If her brown hair was as long as her mother's, it would be bobbing as she shook her head to the left and the right.

Hiccup sighed. "Alright. How's Eugene doing?" He took the box and set it in the wagon.

"He's out of jail. Again." She shook her head. "I'm trying to help him since he was left in the streets wince he was a kid, but he's just s thief out of habit now. Luckily, nothing too major. Just small things like snatching an apple or two from the farm vendors."

Hiccup nodded. "We all have a tough life..."

And with that, he left, shedding a single tear.

* * *

><p>The first thing Hiccup heard upon entering the tackle shop was "HEADS UP!"<p>

He ducked, and the next thing he heard was, "Jack! Stop tossing the squid around!"

Then, "Sorry, babe. There're just so slimy. Not my fault they're fun to toss."

Hiccup lifted his head and saw Jackson Overland over the counter, a fuming Elsa next to him. "Should I come back later, or...?"

Having earned their attention, Elsa said, "Oh, there you are, Hiccup. Hang on, the haddock are almost ready." As she went to the back, she shouted, "Anna! Stop making out with your boyfriend and get to work! I am your boss, remember!"

Anna said, "Well, maybe if I were the one with the ring on her finger, I would mess around more with the shipping than the packaging!"

Hiccup snorted as he leaned on his elbows on the counter. He saw a fish, salmon, underneath him. "Congrats, by the way. When's the wedding?"

"We're thinking in December or January."

Hiccup raised his eyebrows in surprise. "So soon? That's only a few months way, are you going to be able to get everything down by then?"

Jack shrugged, running a hand over his brown hair. "We wanted a winter wedding from the beginning. It's what she wants. You'll understand once you're our age."

"Your _six_ years older, not _sixty_." Hiccup rolled his eyes.

* * *

><p>Upon entering the convenience store, Hiccup was met by a familiar sight. "Hey, Astrid!"<p>

The blond in particular looked over at him. "Hiccup! Hey!" She jumped off the ladder and grabbed a liter bottle as she walked up to him. "Here, it's the last one, but we saved it especially for you."

"Thanks." He took it and offered a warm smile, which she returned.

"I should probably get back to work," Astrid said. "Just because my mom owns the place doesn't mean I won't get fired."

As she turned to walk away, Hiccup stuttered for a moment before saying, "Hey, A-Astrid! Do you wanna... Do you wanna go to the boardwalk tomorrow? There's that new harbor attraction that they put in."

She smiled. "Sure. Tomorrow. We'll meet there."

As Hiccup left, he let out a heavy sigh of relief. He stood back outside the store and heard a meow. He looked down to see Toothless nudging against his leg. "I know, bud. I did it."

* * *

><p>Hiccup was almost to the park when he got a text.<p>

_Hiccup,_  
><em>You're father would be proud of you for what you're doing. I know I am. I love you so much.<em>  
><em>-Mom<em>

Hiccup smiled before he texted back a response. He pulled the wagon up the hill, just as he had for the past 14 years on this day. He poured himself one cup of the root beer. He cut one slice of the key lime pie. He cut up one haddock fish. He ate and shared with Toothless. He adjusted the helmet on his head; 14 years later and it was still too large

* * *

><p><em>This is where your father and I had our first date. We had key lime pie. Where he asked me to marry him. Where I told him I was pregnant. Where he gave you Toothless on your first birthday, always drinking that soda of his. He would always tell you stories of dragons to get you to sleep.<em>

* * *

><p>Hiccup felt a tear fall down his face. He reached into his pocket and looked at the photo. It was the only family photo that survived. It showed a large man with a Viking helmet, showing off their family ancestry. He was standing behind a woman, who in turn had a baby in her arms.<p>

"I wish I knew you..." he said, tears fully exposed, falling down his cheeks to the grass. Toothless could only purr his friend in comfort.

The photo fell from his hands and landed upside down on the grass. The back read, _Stoick Haddock._ _Loving father, caring husband. Date of death: Sep. 11, 2001_


	2. Sequel!

**Check it out! There's a sequel to _Father's Day_ on my profile entitled _The_ _Voicemail_. Go check it out!  
><strong>

**-Litwick723**


End file.
